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SCENE Diſcovers Colin, Prortne, two Tartsu- 
ERS, and two WoMEn Spinning. 


Cnorvs. 
OW free from remorſe, vexation and ftrife, ? 
Are the labours and ſports of the villagers life, 
How free from remorſe, vexation and-ftrife 
Are the labours and ſports of the willagers life, 
Are the labours and ſports of the villagers life. 


T hreſb. As we threſh, 
Wo. As we ſpin, 
T Io. 


All our time is well ſpent, 
All our time is well ſpent, 


Cos. 
And we reap the rich harveit of health and content, 
And we reap the rich harveſt of health and coutent. 


DuztrTto, Phabe and Colin. 
No forrows we prove, 
No forrows we prove, 
No atteRion but love, 
No affection ut love, 
And. thofe pangs of the heart, 
Mingle pleaſure with the ſmart. 


Semi CHORUS. 
The 'or.g and the tale 
Arc vur conſtant regale, s 


And 
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And ſoften the toils 

Of the wheel and flail, 

And ſoften the toils 

Of the wheel and flail. 

CHORUS, 
How free from remorſe, &c. 

[Exit all but Colin and Phœbe. 
Co. Stay a little longer my dear Phœbe, I have no 
pleaſure but in your company, in your innocent ſmiles 
and endearing converſation, you have ſcarce been with 


me an hour, is that too much for love, when you would 


ſacrifice your whole life to duty. 

Phe.- Oh fye Colin, can you talk fo, hav'n't I liſten- 
ed to you all the morning? Didn't you meet me as I 
came out of the wood, where I had been to carry my 
father's breakfaſt, and is it not now almoſt noon, for 
ſee every body is going to dinner, what do you think 
my mother will ſay. 

Co. One moment more I conjure. F Holding her. 

Phe. Let me go Colin, you know what a noiſe ſhe 
always makes, I had a great deal of anger about the 
noſegay which you gave me, indeed ſhe rated and queſ- 
tioned me all day about it, to appeaſe her I was fain to 
ſay I had gathered it myſelf, but I won't tell any more 
Rories for you Colin, Let me o. 


Phæ. What a ſcolding I got t' other day for the flow'r, 


Which kneeling you forc'd me to chuſe; 
Your look was 10 tender I had not the pow'r, 
I had not the will to refuſe. 
Ah treacherous Celin, 
Ah treacherous Colin, that roſe-bud I doubt 
A thern in my boſom has been, 
While artful you {trove to adorn it without, 
You pilfer'd, you pilfer'd, its peace from within, 
You pilfer'd, you pilfer'd, its peace from within. 
Co. My dear angel Phabe. 
Phe. If my m macher ſhould catch us together, it will 
cauſe a great deal of miſchicf, as ſhe is determined I 
ſhall marry Farmer W heatear. : 


Phe. 


# 


. 
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Co. Farmer Wheatear! x 

Ph. Yes, her old friend and neighbonr, who is a rich 
widower, and a more ſuitable match than you, as ſhe 
ſays, as he is arrived at years of diſcretion. 

Co. What do I hcar! will Phatbe forfake me, I had 
no joy in life, but the hopes of paſſing it with her, and 
though Pd nothing but myſelf to offer, I fondly fancied 
Phoebe's heart would make me richer than'a king. See 
how I'm diſtreſs'd, and if you have no love, be not 
wholly deſtitute of compaſſion. 

Ph. You afflict me Colin. 

Co. And you drive me to deſpair. 

[ * of chopping <vood. 
Pb. Hark! don't you hear my father at work hard 
by, he'll certainly diſcover us—Lets retire. 

Co. How much I love you Phœbe. 

Ph, And I believe I love you—but not much, re- 
member. 
Co. Charming maid—but the farmer. 

Ph. Let me alone, I tell you that I will conſtantly 
refuſe him, and who knows what time may bring about 
away, away. 

Co. Then on my Phabe's love I will rely. 


SON G. Colin. 
In truth and tenderneſs ſecure, 
The pangs of abſence Ill endure, 
Content to quit my boſom's queen, 
While honour chears the parting ſcene ; 
For every lonely hour ſhall be 
For every lonely hour ſhall be 
Employed my fair to think on thee. 


When morn invites to early toil, 

Thy love ſhall make my labours ſmile, 
When evening calls to downy reſt, 
That hope ſhall ſooth my penſive breaſt, 
When evening calls, &c, 


In truth, &c. [Excunt. 
B SCENE 


W 
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SCENE. 


Euter Booze, With a Hatchet, a Wicker, Bottle and 


a Pitcher. 


Booze. Ouf, I'm all of a muck, let's take a little 
breath drinks) ſo my dear immortal friend C hugging 
the bottle) a man might have a little ſocial comfort with 
thee now, but for the thoughts of one's creditors, and 
the fear of interruptions, this it is to be plagued with ci- 
vility ey are always paying their reſpects to my man- 


. a th ugh I never return the viſit they are reſol- 
2 * VO contigue their kind enquiries; after all poor 
folks are much to be pitied, I do nothing but toil, toil, 
toil, and have never yet been the better for it. 
SONG. 1 7 4 ER 
> From morn to night with axe iy hand, 
Here in the wood I take my ſt and, 
Without content, with ſweat of brow, 
My life is ſpent in hough, hongh, hough ! 
But what with the bottle and the pitcher, 
The devil a bit do I grow the richer; 
But what, &c. 
At ſetting ſun 
When work 1s done, 
Homeward I ſteer 
Homeward I ſteer 
But no comfort is there, 
But no comfort 1s there, 
But no comfort is there, \ 
A ſcolding wife 
% Is the plague of my life, | 
Is the plague of my life. 
A ſcolding wiſe 
Is the plague of my life, 
A ſcolding wife ä 
Is the plague of my life 
f Is the plague of my life, 
Is 
* 
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Is the plagne of my life, 
Is the plague of my life, 
Poor Booze, poor Booze, 
Who wou'd chuſe, 2 
To be tied up like thee, 
In ſuch a nooze, 

Poor Booze, poor Bovze, 
Who wou'd chuſe, 

To be tied up like thee, 
In ſuch a nooze. 

In ſuch, &c. &c. &c. 


Exit. 
SCENE. 


Enter BELYHECOR in diſtreſs. 


Fel. What ſhall I do, whither ſhall I run, the con- 
tinued extravagance of my wife, has brought me to the 
brink of ruin, my houſe is beſet, and I am myſelf ex- 
poſed to every diſgrace, my only hope is, that the time 
allotted for my ſojourn upon earth, is almoſt expired ; 
life has never given me one real joy, and I ſhall yield ut 
up again with remarkable ſatisfaction. 


Enter Booze. = 


Booze. Hey! who have we here? 

Bel. Save me friend! I am purſued to my deſtructi- 
on, and cannot poſſibly run further. 

Booze. That I believe, why who the devil adviſed 
you to put on boots, in order to ride poſt on foot. 

Bel. My horſe was knocked up, and I was obliged 
to leave him in the wood But I hav'n't a moment to 
ſpare, for the officers are cloſe at my heels. 

Booze. Are they fo—why, who are theſe two ill 
looking fellows going down that hill. 

Bel. No leſs than the worthy gentry I have fled from, 
but as they probably return this way, only contrive 
ſome method to conceal me, and your fortune is made 
for ever. 


Bogze, May be your a highway-man. 
| B 2 


* 


Bel. 1 


1. 
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Hel. No, upon my honour. 

Booze. A truce with your honour, I'll believe you 
full as well without it. Fhen perhaps you're ſome rich 
bankrupt, who has made over all lis effects to himſelf, 
and would now make away with both. 

Bal. No, on the contraty, I am a poor devil, not 
worth: a doit, flying from his wife and creditors. 

Roz. You're right there, for I know to my coſt 
they're the work company a man can get into, but yon 
talk of ſecuring my fortune, without having a ſingle 
ſixpence. 

Bel. That don't ſigniky. 

Hoc xe. Why to be ſure, you'll not be the firſt man 
who has provided for others, without having ſenſe e- 
nough to take care of himſelf. 

Bel. I'll do better for you than giving money. 

Booze. Aye! I know nothing better than that now 
a days. 

Bel. Pll grant you the accompliſhment of the three 
ſirſt wiſhes you ſhall form. 

Booze, What! are you a wizzard? _ 

Bel. No, I am a devil. But don't be alarmed, Pm 
a very good kind of one, and will do you no harm. 
My name is Belphegor, commanded by Pluto to al- 
ſume the appearance of a mortal, and reſide teu years 
upon earth. . | 

Bioze. He might have ſpared himſelf the trouble, as 


we have devils enough in that ſhape already, but for 


what purpoſe was you ſent hither ? 

Bel. To prove whether the continual complaints of 
married men againſt their wives, were well founded. 

Booze, There is no occaſion to ſtay ten years to be 
convinced of that, I fancy friend, your account will 
not be favourable. 

Bel. My diſappointment ſhall not prejudice me a- 


gainſt the female world, as I am convinced there are 


many, who in every reſpect do honour to human nature, 
alleviating by their tenderneſs, the woes of life, and by 
their ſmiles improving all their joys, 1 
Booxe. 
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Booze, But how can I depend on you, who by your 


own account, don't come from the right place to be 
much credited; beſides, is it hkely you can grant me 

three wiſhes, when you are not able to afford one for 
vurlelf. 

f Bel. Nevertheleſs, Pluto has given me the power of 
rewarding you, in the mariner I have promiſed. 

Booze. And your devilſhip, will really ſupply me 
with « hatſoever three things I chuſe to deſire. 

Bel. Be confident, and you ſhan't be diſappointed. 

booze. Begin then by climbing over that gate into 
my vard. 

Bel. What ſhall I do there? 

Bouxe. Why we are going to bake juſt now, and we 
can cram you into the oven at the ſame time. 

Bel. Zounds! that will be too hot. 

Booze. I did not know you devils were afraid af but- 
nine; > *; 
But. In taking the figure of man, I have likewiſe all 
the feelings of one. 

Booze. Why then you may throw yourſelf down the 
well, you will find that cold enough I believe. 

Bel. You fly from one extreme to another. 

Booze. Is it my fault you can neither bear beat nor 
cold. | | 
Bel. No matter, IT will hide myſelf in ſome part of 
your dwelling, be careful, if my purſuers ſhould return, 
not to-reveal me, and perhaps you may ſee me again 
when you ſtand in necd of my advice, but remember, 
it will be your own fault if you are not a happy man. 


SONG. Belphegor. 
From this moment you will be, 
Maſter of your deſtiny, 


From this, &c. 

Whatſoe'r to pleaſe is want, 

Whatſoe'r to pleaſe is wanted, 

Wiſh, wiſh, and rs wiſhes ſhall be granted. 
2 
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If for riches you pine, 
If you thirſt after pow'r, 
Each gift will be thine, 
In the ſpace of an hour. 
Then make the beſt uſe of the boon I beſtow, 
Nor the favours of fortune by folly o'erthrow. 
From this moment, &c.  [ Exit. 
Bryoze. So now I ſhall have two devils in my houſe at 
once, well, I defy this to be -a greater torment to me 
than the other, but after all, have I done well, to put 
confidence in a perſon of his complexion ? Suppoſe he 
| ſhould twiſt my neck off by way of recompenſe, impoſſible! 
He behaves exceedingly like a gentleman, and is, I dare 
fay, a devil of honour. | But now for my three wiſhes, 
{confiders / Well thought on—No, ſomething better 
than that, this reaſoning heats me ſadly, a little moiſ- 
ture will cool the head, and clear the underſtanding. 
Enter Din. 
Din. Ha! monſter, have I caught you. 
Booze. Be ſure yon don't *miſcall me wife. Now 
Dame, I fancy you ll be plezſed. 
Din. Pleas'd indeed! is this the way to do your 
work ? 
Bosze. I have Cone more work to-day than,you ima- 
ine. | 
, Din. What work have you done? Drank all the li- 
quor you can lay your hands on. [ Going up to him, 
Booze. Stop, don't lay hands upon me, don't be in 
a paſſion. | 
Din. (Louder. ) Not be in a paſſion, drunkard, not 
in a paſſion. | | 
Booze. Well, be in a paſſion if you like it. 
Din. I'm ſure, I have reaſon enough. 


SONG. Din. 
Each day all the work of the houſe I muſt do, 
I ſew and I knit and I ſpin, 
I ſcrub and rub, and I bake and I brew, 
The labours all left for Dame Din, 
| The 


Boore. To the ſquire. 
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The labour's all left, the labour's all left, 
The labour's all left for Dame Din. 


And while every comfort we cannot afford 

On my children's account, I refuſe _ 

My huſband as great and as drunk as a lord, - 
Thinks the pleaſure is all for Sir Booze, 
Thinks the pleaſure, &c. 


But you raſcal you villain, you hang dog, you ſot 
No longer this plan UII purſue, 

For (ince family duties are daily forgot, 

Dame Din will have her pleaſures too. 

Dame Din, '&c. 


You villain, you raſcal, &c. 

Booze. (raiſing his voice) Why wife I ſay, 

Din. Your wife! you have no regard for either her 
or your children, ar'n't you over head and cars in debt 
to the whole village ? 

Booze. ( contemptuouſly In debt! what does that ſignify? 

Din. Don't they threaten us every day with ſending 
us to priſon, and ſhan't we be oblig'd to come upon the 
pariſh for ſupport. 

Bogze. Its more likely the pariſh will come upon us. 

Din. Here's been ſeveral of your creditors this morn- 


ing, who ſwear they won't wait another day, I dare ſay 


we ſhall have them again. 

Booze. I ſhall be glad to ſee 'em. 

Din. (raiſing her voice But you won't be glad to 
hear them. | 
Hooge. Not unleſs their voices are a little ſofter than 
yours, . 

Din. I have no patience ! will you think of providing 
for your daughter Phœbe, Farmer Wheatear demands 
her in marriage, his fortune wall aſſiſt us. 

Booze. His fortune! Piſh. 

Din. He's rich. ; 

Booze. Rich! Farmer Wheatear rich ! 

Din. Who then will you give her to? 
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Din. Do you dream? 

Booze. To a lord. 

Din. Are von drunk? 

Booze, lo the King. 

Din. Are you mad ? 

Booze, Vhat you'll find out by and by. 

Din. What nonſenſe! 

Booze. In a word, I am the happieſt of men, and if 
you're wiſe, you ſhall be the happieſt of women, I have 
more power than the high ſherift, and more wealth than 
a nabob. | | 

Din. He's certainly out of his mind. 

Booze. Did you ſee a perſon in boots flip thro? the 
key hole juſt now, as yon came out. 

Din. Certainly mad! no, how ſhould T ? 

Booze, Well, liſten. Standing exactly where we now 
are, wearied to death with my morning's work, grum- 
bling at our hard fate, and curſing from my ſoul your 
diabolical temper. 

Din. How traitor, have you any thing to reproach 
me with ? 

Booze. We'll leave that ſubjeR at prefent, but as I 
was ſaying all of a ſudden, a demon. 

Din. Heaven forbid. 

Booze. At the noiſe of my complaint, came to my 
aſſiſtance, 

Din. And have you ſold yourſelf Booze ? 

Buoxze. No, no, he's only an unhappy devil like my- 
ſelf, who has been plagned theſe ten years with a cla- 
morous wife, and a tumultuous ſet of creditors, I have 
lent him my aſſiſtance to get rid of the latter, and for 
the reſt, he mult turn philoſopher like me, and put up 
with it. In recompence for this favour he aſſured me 

Din. What has he aſſured you? 

Booze. That I might at my option form three wiſh- 


2 


Din. I could form a thonſand, for inſtance, To fee 


you a little more reaſonable, one! To fee you work 
more, two! To ſce you drink lefs, three 


Booze, 
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Noc ge. And that all the three ſhould be accompliſhed. 

Din. Accompliſhed ! ſeriouſly. 

Bocze. That's the fact. 

Din. Three wiſhes ! 

Booze. Certairly. 

Din. And for three different things, 18n't it ſo. 

Booge. Without doubt. 

Din. Ch charming! Three Wiſkes, delightful! 

Booze. ( Aſſuming conſequence. ) I am a drunkard, am I?! 

Din. No, no. | 

Booze. A hang dog. 

Din. Be quiet. (age his mouth ) 

gr. A man that don't love his Life 

Din. O yes. 

Bcuze. Nor his children. 

Din. Will you never have done? who could tell. 

Booze. Well, well, ſhake hands Dame, good fortune 
makes friends of every body. 

Din. You kav'n't begun 2 wiſh yet I hope. 

Bowze, No, that's the difficulty. 

Din. Be ſure to take care how to proceed. Three 
Wiſhes! there are but three remember, it is not as if 
there were a hundred. 

Booze. That's true enough. 

Din. If your dear wife now ſhould think of ſomething. 

Booe. Don't be in a hurry, two heads are better than 
one you know, I'll go and conſult with fquire Solemn 
the Juſtice. 

Din. Suppoſe you invite him to our houſe, my love, 
then we may all confider the matter over at the ſame 
time. 

Booze. L will fo, I dare ſay he'll come, he's not proud 
in the leaſt, I once fat within two of him at the parith 
meeting. He doesn't indeed ſay much but then he's an 
excellent head. [ Exit, 


8 ON G. Booze. 


In grave debate they only grate, 


Who ſimple are and young 
: The 
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The learn'd and wiſe when they adviſe, 
Look big, but hold their tongue. 


1 
fl Thus female wit is ſeldom fit, 
1 As ſages oft liave ſung; 

1 Therefore in life the prudent wife, 
4 Should always hold her tongue. 

| Din. What a change! it ſeems like a dream farewell 
$ to ſpinning and brown bread. —No more Dame Din, 
'H but Madam Din, or my Ladyſhip Din, I ſhall fit in 
| the great pew in the church, my hair ſhall be dreſt, and | 
5 powder'd, and ſtand bolt up on an end, with a band 
round it like a wheatſheaf—T'I! look under my eyes, fo, 
at my neighbours—P ll dine at midnight, and get up in 
the afternoon—Lord what a life will that be. 


Enter Farmer Wheatear. 


DUE TD T. 
Din. Adieu to the village, 
To toil and to tillage 
Squire Booze and his Lady, 
Squire Booze and his Lady, 
Meat. ſeats Why what's all this ? 
> Squire Booze and his Lady. 
Wheat. ſpeaks Hey day, hey day ! 
TW: With ruffles and rings, 
And a thouſand fine things, 
As great as a queen, 4 
Madam Din will be ſeen. 
With-a train at my tail, 
With a train at mv tail, 
L U How the neighbours will rail 
' ö | Wheat. ſpeaks Lord what can ſhe ail. 
* Din, In a coach I'll be drawn, 
q | In a coach Ill be drawn, 
. There I'll loll aud I'll Yawn, 
1 I'll yawn, 
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Its Grand to be lazy 


Its grand KW Ws. 
Wheat. She's certainly crazy IS 
Din. Then I and my daughter 


I'm burſting with laughter, 

Then I and my daughter, 

We'll live like the ladies, the ladies in town 
Our friends and relations and retations un- 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! (known. 
IV heat. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Din. Ha, ha, ha, ha. ha! 
II heut. Ha, hu, hu, hu, hu! 
Din. O what delight 


To be mix'd every night, 
With lords and fine folks, 
To dance and cut jokes 
Dance, &c. + ; 
My lord I'm your ſervant, 
Meat. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
My lady, I'm your ſervant. 
Iheat. Don't let me diſcompoſe you Dame, you 
ſeem very well ſatisfied with yourſelf to day—may one 
alk the reaſon. 
Din. Its not without reaſon T afſure you—but per- 
haps I won't open my mouth for a twelve month. 
IV heat. Not open your mouth for a twelve month, that 
would be 2 wonder indeed. 
Din. Yon think ſo Farmer, do you. 
I heat. Aye that I do. | 
Din. (to herſelf) The whole village will burſt with 
envy. 
I heat. Dame Din. | 
Din. (Without hearing him.) Yes the whole village. 
IWheat. It ſeems to have taken away your hearing. 
Din. Sir. 
IWheat. I ſay my wedding with Phcebe muſt ſhortly 
take place. 
Din Your wedding with Phoebe ! Farmer Wheat- 
car's wedding with Phoebe ! ha, ha, ha! 
Wheat. 
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IV heat. Ha, ha, ha! I can contain no longer did not 


you give medyour promiſe? 


Din. I have ſome faint remembrance of it. a 
Meat. But not to diſpleaſe you Dame, you take upon 


"yourſelf a great deal, yeſterday you thought me a good 


match for your daughter. 

Din. True, yeſterday Farmer Wheatear's offer was ac- 
ceptable, but this is another day and all days are not a- 
like. 

IWheat. How, are not you the ſame you was yeſterday; 
Dame Din, wife of Booze, a poor labouring man ; and 
am not I Farmer Wheatear, the richeſt farmer in the 
pariſh. 

Din. Yes you are, and always will be the rich Farm- 
er Wheatear, but I ſhall not be Dame Din much longer, 
nor will Phoebe be the daughter of Booze the poor la- 
bouring man. [Exit curtſying- 

IV heat She raves, ſhe's out of her mind, but Ill go 
ſeek her huſband if he ſhould luckily happen to be ſober, 
I may chance to get it explained. Did not my regard 
to Phcebe force me to pertiſt, I would leave this extra- 
ordinary. couple entirely to themſelves. 


SONG HWheatear. 


Was ſuch folly ever ſeen, 

Was ſuch, &c. 

What can theſe vagaries mean, 

What can, &c. 

Preſs'd and courted yeſterday, 

Laugh'd at, and refus'd to-day, 

Laugh'd, &c. 

But in- vain we think to find 

Reaſon in a woman's mind, 

But in vain, &c. 

Sooner PI forget to plough, 

Sooner fire my barley mow 

Sooner fancy to procure | 

Plenteous crops without manure. — 
Than 
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Then again expect to find, 


Reaſon in a woman's mind. [ Exit. 
Enter Dame Din, Conſtable and Creditors. 
SONG. 
Miller. For five ſacks of Barley, two buſhels of Rye, 


In all ſeven pounds, caſt up, try. 


* Cho. Cred. I'll be paid, I'll be paid, fo will I. 

Miller. I'll be paid. 
4 Cho. Vil be paid, ſo will I, ſo will I, &c. 
d Con. Hey neighbours, what the devil's the matter. 
15 Cho, My bill, my bill, my bill, my bill, my bill, my 

bill, my bill. 

as Con. Zounds, zounds ! what a clatter, zounds what a 
A *Tis the huſband you ſhould ſeek. (clatter ! 
" Miller. He's ſo drunk he cannot ſpeak, 
fo" Con. Or ſober or drunk, or ſober or drunk, to ſecure 
0 I'll try to aſſiſt him, I'll try, (him 
3 Miller. I'll be paid. 

Cho. So will I, &c. &c. 
ad Chand. Woman. Vl be paid. 

Cho. So will I, &c. &c. 

Din. What care I. 

Ale-houſe keeper. I'll be paid 

Cho. So will I, &c. &c. 

Din. What care I. 

Ale-houſe keeper. I'll be paid. 

Cho. So will I, fo will I, &c. &c. &e. 

——— ——— 
A 70 II. 
SCENE The Country, CoLix, Puorzr, Dame Dix, 
and Farmer WHEATEAR in their beſt Cloaths. 
PHoEBE, > 

5 | ft it true mother, that we are going to be ſo vaſtly 
a rich my father told me. 


Din. Hold your tongue, chit, theſe are not mat- 
C ters 
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ters for you to pry into, however you muſt think ns 
more of Farmer Wheatear. 

IV heat. But neighbour 

Din. But neighbour—Will you obey Phœbe? 

Ph. Certainly mother. 

Din. There's a good child, but you ſhould call me 
mama, now came and kiſs me, Pheœbe ſince you're ſo 
tractable, but#hold up your head and look jauntly, I 
have got a huſband for you that you'll like a thouſand 
times better. 

Ph. My dear mama, how much I am obliged to you, 
Colin is indeed the moſt amiable. 

Diu. How Colin—What Colin ? 

Wheat. Why don't yon kiſs her, when ſhe's fo tractable. 

Din. So, ſo, now I diſcover the hiftory of the noſe- 
gay, and the reaſon why you are ſo long in coming 
from the wood, but no matter, you mult give up this 
moſt amiable Colin immediately. 


Ph. Ah! benotſo unkind ! 


SONG. Phete. 
As yet in the morn of my youth, 
A parent's advice I reverc, 
A parent's, &c. 
But oh while you cheriſh my truth, 
Think my happineſs _ dear, 
Think, &c. 


My paſſion's not founded on time, 

mia Colin firſt taught it to glow, 
And the breaſt which hath kindled for him, 
No warmth for another can know. 


Sincere and reſpectful to yon, 

To Colin as conſtant PII prove, 

For the heart that to duty is true, 

Will always be faithful to love. 
Nis Aud you are determin'd to think of Colin, per- 
_ verſe minx, are you. 

Ph. It is impoſſible to help thinking of him, I can 
never forget Colin while I live. 1 

itls 


-- 


k no 
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Din. You impudent huſſey, that [Going to flrike her, 

Il hear. Soft, ſoft, Dame {receives the blow) the 
devil's in the woman. X 

Din. Now I fancy yow'll obey me madam Pert, but 
forgot the great affair all this time, while ] am loite- 
ring here, my huſband may commit fome folly, its ne- 
ceſſary I {hould always be at lis elbow. 


SONG. Din 


Not ſo ceitain we know, 

As a word and a blow, 

To regulate matters domeſtic 

To manage the houſe, 

To quality the ſpouſe, . 
They conquer who brandiſn the beſt ſtick, 
They conquer, &c. 


She that's quict and cool, 
Poor good-natur'd fool, 
What mortal will find out her merit, 
In each ſtation of life, 
For maid, widow or wife, 
There's nought like a woman of ſpirit. [ Exit. 


Ph, I'm quite concerned Farmer Wheatear. 

Wheat. For what my lovely girl. 

Ph. For the box which you received on my account. 

IF heat. Never mind it Phœbe, my cheek is more a- 
ble to bear it than this ſoft one. [ Patting her cheek. 

Ph. My mother has a hcavy hand, 

Wheat. Rather ſo. 

Ph, I hope it did not hurt you much. 

[ Putting ber hand to his face 
IV heat. ( Kiſſing her. hand.) Now all the pain is fled- 


and if you would but think of me for a huſband. , 


Fh. Think of you for a huſband, Mr Wheatear, that's 
impoſſible. 
Wheat. Why my little dear, with me you ſhall enjoy 
all the pleaſures of life. 
Ph. Alas Farmer, I am very youug, and unexperi- 
| C 2 enced 
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enced, but I thonghrall the pleaſures of life cannot be en- 
ſoyed till the heart is at eaſe —Colin's company, his love 
and his eſteem are all that I deſire. 

IW heat. ( fide.) Poor girl, I pity her, her mother 
has retuſed me, the dangliter is in love with another, I 
em no longer yourg, can | blame her, why tlien ſhould 
J perſiſt in mak ing her wretched ?—Phabe 

Ph. What fay you Farmer. 

IV heat. So you are determined to mary no other but 


Colin. 
Ph. That I never will. - 
beat. Then I am determined Vain anger. 
Po. To do what !—I hope you won't dillreſs me 
more. 
I beat. To go this moment to your father zud en- 
deavour to get his conſent for von to marry Colin. 
Ph. Dear Farmer how ſhall I thank you. 
Jumping en his neck. 


Colin entering. 


Ah Colin. come hither Colin. 

Co. You ſcein too well engaged already. 

Ph. I hope to be better engaged by and by. 

Co. Why by and by, Phabe, ar'n't you ſufficiently 
entertained at preſent. 

Il heat. He's jealous, but I'll not torment him, poor 
lad don't be uncaſy, that embrace was all for love of you. 

Co. Its a ftrange way of ſhowing it, I never received 
ſuch a proof before. 

Ph, Fye Colin, but yon muſt embrace him yeurſelf, 
and thank him too, he's going to ſpeak to my father for 
us. | 

Co. Can I believe it. 

Wheat. You may, and though there won't be ſo much 
between you, there'll be more love, and that's the beſt 
ſtock to ſet up with. 


SONG. WIWheatear. 
Then away to papa, 
Where we'll but ſcold mma, 


And 
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And a wedding *twill be without pelf, 
Then away to papa, &c. 

We'll have a ſack poſſet, 

That nothing may croſs it; 

And Ill throw the flocking myſelf, myſelf, 
Fall. lall, 4ali, lall, lall de rall, lall, lall, 


Chorus. Fall, lall, lall, de rall, lall, lall. [Extt. 
SCENE, A Table ready for Pudding to come np at 
the Wiſh. 

Boozs. 


I have ſeen nothing of my friend Belphegor, where 
the devil can he have hid himſelf all this time; Perhaps 
he has left us for a warmer climate, but then he promi- 
ſed to appear in caſe I wanted his advice—His Worſhip 
the Juſtice however, will make that needleſs; what a 
fine thing it is to be rich, or to have it in one's power 
to be ſo, fince my adventure has been known 1n the vil- 
lage, the quarrel has been who ſhould oblige me moſt, 
my creditors have loſt their memories, and forgot that I 
ever owed them a farthing—Every. body is my beſt 
friend, walk in Mr Booze, come and take pot-luck with 
us neighbour, continually offering me all their fortune, 
in hopes of partaking mine, bleſs me, what a number 
of favours a perſon receives when he has no occaſion for 
any. 


SONG. Booxe. 


They court, they careſs me, 

They cringe, they addreſs me; 
Good-morrow friend, good-morrow, 
Good-morrow. 

1 hope your hearty, why ſo dull, 
Can I aſſiſt, my purſe is full, 
Perchance you want to borrow, 
Perchance, &c. 

Tho' virtue when ſtarving, 
Is ſcarce worth preſerving ; 


C3 When 
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When once the pocket's heavy, 
When, &c. 

Tho? ſtain'd in guilt, and ſunk in vice, 
But ope the door and in a trice, 

© Yow'll have a crouded levce, 
You'll have, &c. 


BY ET oy OL TR ” year 


Enter Solemn. 


Sol. Your ſervant friend, your ſervant, I am glad to 

ſee you, I am glad to hear But I ſay nothing. 

Booze. Thank your Worſhip—I expected you wou'd 
come, this is a very weighty affair I have upon my 
bands. | 

Sol. I know—I know—But I ſay nothing. 

Booze. Thank your Worſhip, I ſhall have need of all 
your advice. | 

Sol. You ſhall be aſſiſted, be not diſturbed. 

Booze. Yes, but I am very much diſturbed, I don't 
wonder that the richeſt people are not the moſt happy, 
the bare expectation of it, wh me beſide myſelf. 

Sol. Don't be diſturbed I ſay, to give advice is my 
fort, and all the world think themſelves advantaged by 
it, for this reaſon, becauſe my advice is excellent—But . 
I fay nothing. 

Booze. So much the better. 

Sol. No Lawyer, Barriſter, Special Pleader or Whip- 
per Snapper Attorney, dare before me—But I ſay 
nothing. ; 

Booze. So much the better. | 

Sol. I am no having Juſtice, no mercenary, I take no 
brief, but then my advice is brief—I ſay nothing. 

Booze. So much the better, ſo much the better, — 
Will your Worſhip take a chair. (Enter Wheatear) 
Good-day neighbours, come, and welcome his Wor- 


ID. : b 
Wheat. With all my heart, and I'm heartily glad to 
meet you. 8 
Booze. Well Farmer, do you ſtill love Phœbe. | 
# Wheat. Yes, but I have diſcovered ſomebody elſe 
5 who 
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who loves her too—in a word neighbour, young Colin 
is the perſon ſuited to your daughter, their years, their 
inclinations agree, from the firſt of life, he has cultiva- 
ted her good opinion, and now it has ripen'd into love. 
He ought to reap the harveſt of his labour. 

Booze. What wou'd your worſhip adviſe. 

Sol. I ſay nothing. 

Wheat. Indeed neighbour you muſt conſent to their 
happineſs. 

Booze. At preſent Pm engaged with his Worſhip, 
on buſineſs of conſequence, nothing of that ſort can be 
ſettled to-day, can it Mr Juſtice, 

Sol. Nothing. 

Booze. And pray Farmer give us your company. 

Wheat. Why neighbour, they ſay you are going to 
be a great man—How is this? 

Booze. The very thing I wanted to communicate to 
you, it depends upon .myſelf—The Juſtice and I, are 
now preparing to conſult about it—You will not be one 
too many. 

IV heat. Then it muſt be a treaſure. 

Booze, Muſt it think yon, muſt J wiſh for a treaſure 
— That would be no bad thing. 

Wheat. There is no occaſion to wiſh for what you 
have already, 

Booze. I have not got it yet. 

Wheat. Your wife aſſured me you had. 

Booze. My wife's a fool. 

- Wheat. I thought as much. 


Enter Din. 


Din. My ftars are you here old 

Hooge And why not, the Farmer is a man of under- 
fianding—He will aflift us— Beudes his Worſhip has 
been beating his brains this hour without producing any 
thing, and you know-— 

yl { Geiting up from Its chair. Moderation my 
friend Moderation, three withes you e - But I fay 
nothing. 1 | 


: 


Wheat. 


2 — - 
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Rored. 
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Wheat. What do you mean by three Wiſhes, is that 


the treaſure ? 

Din. Certainly. | 
\ Booze. I'Il explain it all to you. [To Wheat ear. 

Din. {to the Juſtice) I rcjoice to fee your nondur in 
our little cottage—but what v. vall 1 it be by and by. 

Sol. 1 know— But J ſay nothing. 

Din. I hope your howwur won 't thiak of liſtening 
to my huſband—-who between you and me, is no wiſer 
than he ſhonld be—TI am but a wa mau, and his wife, 
but mark me, I have more ſenſe in my little linger, 

Sol. What ſpirit ! but affairs of this kind require very 
wiſe heads indeed But I fay nothing. 

IWheat. The devil it does Mr Booze. 

Booze. Well Mr Juſtice. 

Sol. Don't interrupt me. 

Wheat. I long to {ce the end of this buſineſs. 

Booze, Suppoſe wi fit down at the table—Your Wor- 
ſhip will perhaps find it cafier for itudying. Wife get 
us ſome Ale. 

heat. A Lucky thought. Good bright Ale, bright- 
ens the wit. 

Sol. Sometimes it does and ſometimes it does not, on 
the contrary there are in(taices—and they depend upon 
circumſtances in hopes—But I ſay nothing. 

Booze. That's right, now fit down. | 
[To his wife who is coming with the Ale. 


Wheat. Room, room for my Lady. 
Booze. Ihe nearer T approach the grand moment the 
more I am diſquieted. 
Sol. Like enough—like enough. 
IWheat. Let's drink and keep up our ſpirits, 
Sol. Modefation, gentlemen, moderation. 
[ Takes the tankard from him and takes a long draught. 
Wheat. I think you have rather too much Mr Juſtice, 


Sol. Wiſh Booze. 
Din. Now we are come to it. 


Sol. In the firſt place your Cellar to be always well 
Di. 


* „ 


| (eng 


SEL PRERGOEF.: 25 
Din. That's n othing at all. Vour Wife to be always 


handiome. 

Booze. Pſha I want fortune—and a handſome wife is 
of more uſe to the gallant than the huſband—don't 
you think fo Mr Jultice. 

Sol. I fay nothing. 
blase. But if your Worſhip ſtill continnes ſaying no- 
thing we ſhall never come to the end of our buſineſs. 

Din. We are not nearer now than we were at the be- 

inn ing. 
; I heat. Let's employ the tankard perhaps we ſhall find 
it at the bottom. 

Booze. Drink as much as you pleaſe if that will do, 


* 


bye: e onght to have ſomething to eat at the ſame time 
ine ſee wust ne ig i, WC pant 5.—1 am told vour 


rſhip loves a hunting Pudding, we had an excellent 
one laſt SunJday—lI wiſh with all my heart we had ſuch 
another now. [ Pudding appears upon table. 

Din. A Pudding ! [ flaring. 

Il heat. Good foul. | | 

Sol. Moderation I tell you. I never taſted a nicer 
diſh in all my life. 

heat. And I fancy our landlord thinks it a dear one. 

Booze. I have been to blame, I own it, but we have 
two wiſhes remaining. 

Din. 'I'wo devils. 

Booze, True, and I can't tell which torments me. 
molt, 

Sol. If you ſcold all day it won't mend the matter. 

Hit mouth full. 

Din. Ves dunderhead, when you might have had a 
kingdom full of gold, you wiſh'd for a pudding—go— 
ſhall indeed—I won't ſay what. 

Sol. That's right don't ſay what. 

Din. If I had been to have wiſhꝰd— Tou ſhou'd have 
ſcen—You ſhou'd hive ſeen. 

Booze. (in a paſſion) Hold your tongue, railing, 
ſcolding, vixen, * tongue —I wiſh you'd loſt 
the uſe of it. N 
Seat. 


* 
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Meat. Two wiſhes diſpoſed of ha, ha, ha! 
FExit Dame Din. 


Sol. This it is not to have moderation, and as this is the 


cale, I have no further buſineſs here, nevertheleſs Mr 
Booze for the preſent, I would adviſe you. 


* 


Booze To hang myſelf. 
Sol. No, that's an affair of Juſtice—And ſentence is 


never pronounced but in Court. 


Booze Two wiſhes thrown away. 
I beat. But your wife neighbour, won't tun you with 


her melody any longer, that's ſomething gain'd however. 


SONG. IFheatear. 


Cheer up my friends your cares defy, \ 
Your comforts now are budding. * 
What huſband would not gladly buy xk 

His quiet for a Pudding. 
His quiet &c. 

The winter checks the riſing crop, 
The ſpring we know eis warmer, 
For brighter hours we hive and hope, 

90 lays the country farmer. 
So ſays &c. 


What matters now fince madam's dumb, 
If hence ſhe wear the breeches, 

From wife that's mute no ill can come, 
Then bear your loſs of riches. 


No forrow let your looks betray, 
In mirth the ſureſt truth is, 
Swallow your griefs and nothing ſay, 
So thinks the country Juſtice, 


7 Thunder, Clock ftrikes, Belphegor comes from the WY 


Bel. Be not terrified my friends, my honeſt landlord 
knew I was his gueſt though concealed—T promiſed to 
appear when moſt he wanted my advice, and notwith- 
ſtanding his learned friend% aſſiſtance, I fear he has 
much occaſion for it now. 


Sol. 
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Sol. What bluſtering gentleman is this, I am afraid 
he'll bring the houſe about our ears. 
1 Bel. What's that you ſay fir? 
E Sol. I ſay nothing, | 

Booze. Inis is his infernal Worſhip—by whoſe kind- 
neſs, added to your wiſe counſel, I have gained many 
advantages Will you be introduced to him. 

Sol. By no means, a magiſtrate ſhould not be ſeen in 
h ſuch company. . 

Del. I am truly concerned that my gratitude for the 
kindneſs you ſhowed me, ſhould have turned out ſo lit- 
tle to your advantage—l am now ſummoned away, and 
all my wordly cares are over, anxious however for your 
welfare, the few moments allowed me ſhall be ſpent in 
[4 endeavouring to promote it, ſeek no more to aggrandize 
yonrlelf, nor wiſh for fancied pleaſures, real peace; let 

your third with be given to recover your domeſtic felici- 
ty, without which, know from experience, there can be * 
no happineſs in life: Reſtore your wife to her ſpeech, 
live temperate, be frugal and induſtrious, and you will 
probably enjoy more eaſe and comfort, than in the gra- 
tification of the moſt unbounded deſires. 
Then learn to prize your humble lot, 
Improve the little you have got, 
Aud when content appears in view, - ; 
You'll own the devil told you true. [ Exit. | 
Wheat. Pm glad he's gone, notwithſtanding the kind bi 
lecture he gave us—l've been in a deviliſh fright ever | 1 
ſince he appeared. 1 


Enter Colin and Phabe. | 
Co. (To Wheatear.) Have they at laſt conſented. _ 


8 


. 


j Wheat. Here comes madam Din, ſhe'll tell you if 
ſhe's able. 


Enter Din. She males figns of penitence. 
Booze. All the'e ſigns will do no good. 12 81 
Ph, My dear papa, have pity. 44 

Booze. 


— 
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Booze. Only one wiſh more, come let's be a King at 
once, wife ſhould you like to become a Queen. 

Wheat. What a Queen, and not talk no, no {Din 
ſhakes her head) I thought fo, come, come, you mult 
forgive her, and do as your friend Lucifer adviſed you, 
for after all, I believe that will be the belt way. 

Booze Well I wiſh—l wiſh—That my wife may re- 
cover the uſe of her tongue [ Fetches a deep ſigb. 

Din. Ah my dear friend—My good huſband — My 
kind man, embrace me again—And you Farmer And 
you Colin—And you Phzbe—And all of you, I con- 
ſent to every thing, I oppoſe nothing - You have all aſ- 
ſiſted me—Give me your hand Booze, and your's my 
children love each other have forbid you, but now I 
recommend it. 

Booze. What a torrent! 

Wheat. It will be our turn by and by. 

J. My dear mama, I am rcjoiced. 

Dia. Stop, let me ſpeak—What was I ſaying, I for- 
get where I left off. | 

Wheat. "Chen you had better begin again. 

Bone. S'Blood we've had enough 

I heat, ha, ha, ha! 

Booze. This laughing won't pay my dehts—If I was 
but clear in the world, I ſhou'd not care a fig for any 
thing. 

is heat Give me your hand, I'll take care to ſettle 

our demands — for tho' I'm not to be your relation, 
you ſhall always find me your friend. 

Booze. If ſo, come and kiſs me Dame, and now you 
may talk as faſt as you pleaſe. Henceforth I will follow 

elphegor's advice, and look for happineſs in my own 
little family, by my own cheerful fireſide. What lay 
you Mr Juſtice. | 

Sol. I ſay nothing. BE Few 


3 


Song 


\ 


Booze. 


Chorus. 


Din. 


Boowe. 


BELPHEGOR. 
SONG. Booze, Dir and Colin. 


Free from cares that daily wait, 
To rend the boſoms of the great, 
Our riches and our joys ſhall be, 
Deriv'd from health and induſtry. 


Free from the cares that daily wait, 
To rend the boſoms of the great, 
Our riches and our joys ſhall be, 
Deriv'd from health and induſtry, 
Deriv'd, &c. 


No more for fancied bliſs we'll roam, 
We'll figh, we'll ſigh for ſtate no more, 
And when we ſeek our humble home, 
Content, content, ſhall ope the door. 


Thus happy in the ruſtic cot 
Our labours we'll purſue, 
Repine at no one's brighter lot : 
But keep this plan in view. 


Colin. Our ſwains no warlike weapons weild, 


Booze. 


No dire cbutentions know, 
With peaceful arms we grace the field ; 
The fickle and the plough. 


And while we live, the life we love 
Amidſt the rural throng, 

Our ſports ſhall our contentment prov , 
And this ſhall be our ſong. 


Free from the cares that daily wait, 
To rend the boſoms of the great 
Our riches and our joys ſhall be 
Deriv'd from health and induſtry. 
Free from, &c., 

Free from, &c. 

Deriv'd, &c. 

Deriv'd, &c. 


F F N 1 8. 
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